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THE DECEASED MRS. ROBBINS
The stage came rum bling down the village road in a g rea t
cloud of sun-streaked dust and drew up w ith a m ighty “W hoa
there, b o y s!” before the door of the little green post office. It
was well p a st m ilking tim e so a crowd was assem bled to g reet
its arrival. As the m ail bag stru ck the wooden platform w ith
a thud, all the sm all boys scram bled head over heels to pick it up.
The old men seated on the bench before the door looked stolidly
on, took long appreciative pulls on th e ir clay pipes, and blew the
smoke off into the evening air. The c u rre n t of th e ir lives ran
too calm and deep to be disturbed by anyth in g so triv ial as the
passing of the tri-w eekly stage. “A ny passengers to-day?"
at length inquired C aptain Cronk, uncrossing his knees and ris 
ing stiffly.
“Only one”, answ ered the stage-driver. “A woman, m iddlin’
tall. I je s t got a glim pse of her. L a rry McLean drove h er
from the Head, and they tu rn ed down the M ansion House drivway”.
“Um, L inscott m ust be h av in ’ com pany— a woman too”.
“T h at’s queer”, volunteered K aty W hiting. “L inscott’s been
up to the B assett place all afternoon, p layin’ tennis w ith Nan.
P racticin ’ up fo r the game, likely”.
Ju st then, old Silas Cheeney, the post m aster, came hobbling
out w ith the em pty bag, and the stage rum bled on. The crowd
seethed inside and w aited w ith eyes anxiously glued on the red
slide behind which the w hite head of Silas would ap p ear a fte r
the mail was sorted. In the m eanwhile, a w hispered conversa
tion, half monologue, was going on behind the scenes between
Silas and his d aughter, M illicent. “ C ro n k -H e n ry !— T h at m ust
be the bill fo r H e n ry ’s lum ber he had come to roof the barn.
Yes, th e re ’s G ard n er’s nam e in the corner. I was w ondering
w hether he had it come from E a s tp o rt or St. John. Brown,
L y d ia! I guess th em ’s those fashion books Leddy’s been ’specting every boat lately. N ew ton, W estley! W essie’s had a sight
of truck come sence the w eddin’. I should say they w as tne
samples fo r the wall paper. T h at m akes th ree tim es now he’s
had samples come, doesn’t it? Well, the N ew ton’s alw ays was
fussy”.
“Why, look a here, Milly. H ere’s a le tte r addressed to Mrs.
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Linscott Robbins Deceased. D eceased! T here’s no one of
th a t name round here. The nearest are the D ressers down
W hite Head w ay”.
“ Maybe it’s some of the hotel people, P a ”, suggested Millicent.
“No ’taint, th e re ’s only old Mr. Ingersoll, and the three teach
ers, and th a t author couple w ith the coon cats. ’Spose it’s any
relation of Linscott Robbins”.
Millicent looked up quickly, and surveyed the letter w ith keen
eyes. “Well Pa, put it in w ith the D’s. Everyone’s w aitin’,”
and she pulled back the red slide to the eager crowd.
A fter the last villager had departed, Millicent slammed the
slide back in its place, and took the letter from the box marked
D. No one had called for it. She turned it over three or four
tim es, exam ining the post m ark. “Syracuse, New Y ork”, she
soliquized. “T h at’s where he went to college. I wonder who
she can be. Real nice paper, and stylish w ritin ’.” She finally
put it back, and sank heavily down in a chair by the window,
which commanded a good view of the road. Millicent preferred
to sit in the post-office because a clump of trees hid the road
from the house. She was a tall, lean girl with tow h a ir and keen
g ray eyes. She had worked hard all her life, yet took life as it
was with a cheery philosophy. H er education had been confined
to seven years of schooling, on and off, in the village school, and
there she had acquired an insatiate hunger for reading. Milli
cent was intensely rom antic— she reveled in the M ary J. Holmes
type of novel. She carried her romance into real life— in every
new comer to the village sRe beheld a possible Prince Charming.
Ju st then two figures appeared around the bend in the road—
a tall fellow in white flannels, and a girl in a blue middy suit—
a girl w ith curling brown hair and ruddy cheeks. They came
swinging along with th eir tennis rackets, laughing and talking.
As Millicent peered through the grow ing dusk, her thin face
darkened. “There goes Nan Bassett again, with Linscott Rob
bins. Gee, I bet Ned W aldron will be mad. Nan a in ’t so much
as looked at him sence Linscott came to town. Don’t know’s
I blame her. My, ain ’t he handsome and them clothes! I
should think he’d be afraid to set down. I don’t see w hat he
sees in Nan Bassett. She’s an awful shaller girl. I ’spose it’s
because she’s the doctor’s daughter. Well, at the fair, he hung
’round my booth all afternoon. But then, of course he wouldn’t
dare say anything to me with H enry T itus seeing me home regu
lar from m eetin’. N an’d b etter look out anyway. You can’t
tru s t these city fellers and then with Ned W aldron sore on her,
w here’ll she be. Hello there, Jen, come rig h t in ”, as a knock
sounded on the door, “I saw you crossin’ the field”, and a pale,
stooped shouldered girl w ith a sharp, b itte r face entered, w ear
ing a shawl draw n over her gingham dress.
“ See Linscott Robbins and N an go by” ? she queried sharply.
“But then I dunno’ who could miss them — Nan makes me sick.
She’s too stuck up to live. I ’d give my shoes to show her a thing
or two. She thinks Linscott wouldn’t look a t another girl—but
— well don’t m ention it, Milly, but he walked home w ith me the
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other night from the store. Still— I alm ost hope Ned W aldron
will win th a t m atch. N an has trea te d him so mean. W hat
you read in ’ now? Oh, yes, ‘T hrough the Shadow .’ ”
“I haven’t read but one ch ap ter y e t” , confessed Millicent.
“Oh, it’s elegant, honest, Milly. T here’s two duals and the
worst villian. He w ent to th is country town, and got a innocent
young girl je s t crazy over him, and they w ere je s t goin’ to be
m arried, when it got out thro u g h a travelling salesm an, th a t
he’d taken an o th er nam e in the city, and was already m a rried ”.
Millicent suddenly tu rn ed pale, and clasped her hands. “ 0
Jen ”, she said.
“W hat’s the m atter, M illy” ? dem anded Jen in astonishm ent.
Millicent w ent to the box m arked D, and extracted the letter
with a trem bling hand. “Look, Jen, th is letter came to-night—
its addressed to Mrs. L inscott Robbins Deceased. Oh, you don’t
suppose”, she gasped.
Jen clutched the le tte r eagerly. “Um um ”, she said cooly.
“I ’m not surprised. Y et w ho’d a thought it of L inscott Rob
bins, ‘Syracuse’. T h a t’s w here he w ent to college. Yes, it’s as
plain as day. He je s t tacked on another nam e up there and goc
m arried. And now he’s down here deceivin’ Nan. Lord a
mercy, Milly, I ’m glad we know a th in g or two about the deceit
fulness of men folks, even if its only outer books. Likely’s not,
his poor w ife is slaving h er life aw ay in some factory, while he
sports around here. They say he’s put two thousand dollars
into th a t old house already. I suppose the letter got sent here
by m istake”.
“But w hat will we do about i t ” ? queried Milly, tearfully.
“Poor N a n ”. “ Poor N an n o thing,” reto rted Jen. “ I declare
Milly, you’re the m ost chicken hearted. W e’ll keep our m ouths
shut. T h a t’s w hat w e’ll do, until a good tim e comes and then
we’ll give him dead aw ay” .
“But how ” ? asked M illicent.
“Don’t you w orry, m iss”, commanded Jen. “I could do any
thing to get even w ith N an. Oh, I tell you. In all the books
they alw ays let it out a t some big affair when everyone is
around. So, a t the next golf club m eetin’, N an entertains, and
Linscott and Ned W aldron play off to see w ho’s goin’ to play in
the big game. I ’m engaged to wash dishes. You come and help
me, and we will fix it all up. Now, don’t say a word to a soul”.
“But P a ’ll w ant to know w h a t’s become of the le tte r.”
‘‘Oh, tell him you heard th ere was a woman of th a t name down
W hite Head way, and you sent it down. My, but we were lucky
to discover it. Rem em ber everything depends on keepin’ it
d ark ”.
Meanwhile, the innocent provoker of all th is schem ing had
bowed good evening to the p retty , vivacious N an, a t her doctor
fa th e r’s gate, and w as strid in g sw iftly down the lane th a t lead
to the M ansion House. “ My, but N a n ’s splendid”— he thought
as he slung his rack et easily in through the window of his den,
“She’s such a good sport, and so artless and fine. I w onder
w hat she th in k s of m e? R a th e r an idler, I ’ll w ag er” ! He sat
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down on the veranda rail, and lighted a cigar”. But this is my
summer off. And isn’t she anxious for me to win th at match?
I wonder why. I ’ve heard th at Waldron is an old flame of hers.
I suppose it’s up to me to beat him ”.
The coming of Linscott Robbins had been the event of the
summer in Robbinsville— it was from his grandfather in fact
th at the town had taken its name. His grandfather had built
the great Mansion House, and had been the patron saint of the
village. But Linscott’s father had felt that his sphere lay beyond
his native town, so when the boy was six, he had moved away.
The old house had been closed now for twenty years— ’til Lin
scott, fresh from law school, and rath er bored with life, had
suddenly decided to spend the summer in the old town. Early
in June, he had come, and the m erry sound of hamm ering and
pounding wakened the echoes of the old grove, so long asleep.
He had been a bit touched to see how eagerly and warmly the
town had taken him to its rath er conservative old heart, for his
fath e r’s sake. As for the young people—never had the Golf and
Tennis Club seen so gay a season. Robbins’ handsome face and
frank courtesy make life twice as interesting as before. And if
he realized th at he was the lion of the day, he gave no evidence.
There was one person, however, distinctly dissatisfied with
the state of affairs, and th at was Ned Waldron, the son of the
plaster mill owner, himself last season’s lion, and aspirant for
the hand of the popular Nan. As fate would have it, Robbins
and Waldron were rivals for something besides the favor of Miss
Bassett, and th at was the championship of the county tennis
club. For the successful one must needs represent the club in
the All-county meet to be played off in October, an honor which
Waldron especially coveted—to redeem himself in the eyes of
Nan. In fact he sometimes consoled himself by attributing
N an’s transferred affections to his rival’s athletic prowess.
At length the day of the tournam ent came, a crisp September
afternoon. All Robbinsville, at least those within the social pale
were assembled at the country club. Nan, hostess for the a fte r
noon, was flushed with excitement and charm ing in her simple
gown of white. As Linscott watched her, he felt something
deeper than comradeship and adm iration stirrin g within his
heart. As for himself, he was hailed on every side with good
wishes. “W hat a charming couple”, people whispered.
They were to play three sets, if necessary, and tea would be
served between the second and third, while the heroes had a
chance to rest and cool off. Robbins played easy in the first,
and Waldron came off with a 7-5. Then Robbins beat the
second.
A fterw ards the club adjourned to the pretty little club house,
sipped tea, and chattered. Suddenly Jean Keat, who was serv
ing, drew Mrs. Leslie Covert aside and whispered excitedly “Oh,
you can’t guess w hat I ’ve heard!”
“What, my dear”, replied Mrs. Leslie tolerantly. Jean was
apt to be excitable.
“They say Linscott Robbins is m arried!”
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“M arried” ! gasped M rs. Covert, as h er teaspoon clattered to
the floor, and she stared a t Jean w ith h er cup half way to her
lips.
“Yes”, w ent on Jean, enjoying the sensation she had created.
“Millicent Cheeney found out somehow. A letter came to his
wife or som ething. He m arried under an assum ed name. I
don’t quite u n d e rstan d ” .
“Je a n ”, exclaimed Mrs. Covert. “Leslie was a t the office one
day last week, when Jim Lane said L a rry had driven a woman
down the M ansion House lane. He thought it m ust be Mrs.
Henry, back from St. Jo h n ”.
“No, she isn ’t home y e t”, w hispered Jean excitedly. “Now,
don’t b reath th is to a soul”, and she hastened on to take the
next victim by storm .
Millicent and Jen had done th e ir work well. The club house
was all a buzz “L inscott of all people” . “ Poor N a n ”. As soon
as she could, N an rushed off home.
As they walked back to the courts, L inscott looked fo r Nan.
She was now here to be seen. He lead off w ith a p re tty serve
th a t W aldron could not stop. A few feeble applauds. He
played a clever gam e— in fact, he knew he had played so well,
but people w ere strangely cold. He won easily, and a few forced
congratulations w ere offered.
Robbins was bewildered. “ I
played a clean gam e”, he thought, “w h a t’s the kick”, and when a
leisure m om ent afforded the chance, he strolled off down the lane
too. He found her in the garden, and she had been crying.
“Why N an, my dear, w hat is the m a tte r” ?
“I th in k no explanation is necessary”, replied N an coldly.
“Good heavens, N an, I ’ll go crazy. W hat have I done to
offend the populace and you? As I came down the road every
one rushed to the w indow to see me go by. Mrs. Seaton cut me
dead one m inute ago, and here you’ve”— H e stopped sh o rt
and flushed.
“Linscott, tell me the tru th , a re you m a rrie d ” ?
“M arried ”, he roared, and sank down lim ply on a bench.
“G reat Scott, N an, w hat possesses you” ?
“But who is the wom an a t your house” ?
“W oman— ah— you m ean N ell’s maid. My siste r is coming
next week, N an. I m eant to su rp rise you”.
“But the letter, L inscott” ?
“The le tte r” ?
“Yes, the le tte r th a t came addressed to a woman, w ith your
name, and an o th er tacked on, and— ”
“W here is the letter, N a n ” ? He was fa s t calm ing down now.
“Millicent Cheeney had i t ”.
“W ait here a m inute, and I ’ll go get my w ife’s le tte r”, and he
hurried up the road.
“Yes”, M illicent w as telling about it a fte rw ard s, “ He came in
jest as cool as a cucum ber when all the people w ere w aiting fo r
mail, and asked fo r his w ife’s letter. I thought he was goin’ to
confess everything. He opened it and read it, and then he read it
again and b u rst out lau g h in ’. ‘M ilicent’, said he, ‘I th in k you
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will be interested in my w ife’s le tte r’. I ken rem em ber every
word plain’s day.
‘Syracuse University, Syracuse, New York.
‘My dear S ister’, it said,
‘In order to sustain the high standard reached in the last num
ber of our sorority publication, we need the support of every
Alumnae. If you have not renewed your subscription, please do
not neglect to do so a t your earliest convenience.
Yours in the Bond,
H i l d a G r e y , Corresponding Secretary.
‘To explain’, he said, ‘it’s a letter to my m other, perhaps a
joke, for she is dead. Deceased is another way of saying dead
you know. And Millicent’, he added in a gentle kind of voice,
‘before you condemn an old friend again please ask for an ex
nation’. “So it’s not true th at he’s m arried, and Nan will get
him a fte r all’’.

THE QUEST OF HAPPINESS
“Oh, daddy, here is the pest poem !” cried Mary, the doctor’s
twelve year old daughter. “Put down your paper and let me
read it to you. It is in the December “C entury” and by Edwin
M arkham .”
She looked across the big library table at her father, an eager,
pleading look on her innocent face. Doctor Gray smiled at her
eagerness and laid the “Jo u rn al” on the table.
“Oh, th a t’s the author of “The Man with the Hoe,” in te rru p t
ed Mrs. Gray. “I ’ll listen, too, while I darn these stockings.”
W ith childish grace and simplicity, M ary read “The Shoes of
H appiness.” It was the story of a g reat sultan who was very
sick. E verything was done to cure him but it was foretold th a t
nothing would cure him except to w ear the shoes of a happy
man. The grand Vizir sought all over the world fo r such a man
but none could be found. He heard of one and hastened to reach
him, but the man had died. He found a happy boy but his shoes
were too small for the sultan. Finally, coming home in despair,
he passed a field where a tram p lay behind a haystack, playing
on a willow pipe. The discouraged vizir told him whom he
sought and the tram p replied th a t he, himself, surely was happy,
for he hadn’t a care in the world.
The g irl’s voice ended clearly, trium phantly,
“Out into the field the vizir ran.
Allah-il-A llah! but you are the m a n !
Your shoes, then, quick, for the great su lta n !
Quick, and all fortunes are yours to choose!”
“Yes, m ighty V izir; but I have no shoes.”
The doctor and his wife laughed heartily.
“T hat is certainly b rig h t!” the doctor said, a fte r a pause.
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“T hat so rt of th in g appeals to me,— th a t clever, unexpected way
of telling an old, old sto ry .”
“ Isn ’t it w onderful how m any new, original ways there are of
telling these sam e w orld old tru th s ,” said Mrs. Gray. “W hat if
there is nothing new under the sun? We don’t need anything,
so long as we have so m any b rig h t people thin k in g of new dis
guises fo r the old ones.”
“B ut,” in te rru p te d M ary, “ I don’t see why th a t old sultan
w asn’t the happiest m an in the world. J u s t th in k of all the
things they did fo r h im ! His harem ladies danced, sang, told
him stories, and rubbed his h e a d ; the cooks m ade him the loveli
est things to e a t ; they had all the d o c to rs; and all the people
tried so h ard to m ake him happy. And all th a t ought to make
anyone happy, surely.”
“One would th in k so, d a u g h te r,” replied the doctor, “but this
thing, H appiness, is a very elusive creature. It is like the balls
which the m agician held in his hand a t K eith’s the other night
and hid from our sight w ith his suave, ‘Now you see it— now you
don’t.’ ”
M ary tossed h er head im patiently.
“You are playing w ith me! Seriously, dad, w ouldn’t you
think th a t all th a t atten tio n and care would have made the g rea t
Mahmoud a happy m an ?”
The doctor sighed and laid down his paper, w ith a last longing
glance.
“Im agine yourself in th a t m an ’s place. He is cruel and
despotic and feared by all his subjects. This attention and care
you speak of is not given to him in the sp irit of love, but in
fea r of his w rath. Besides, all his life he has had everything
he w ants. He is tire d to death of it all. and yet, when he be
comes sick because of it, they hasten to give him more. It is like
try in g to feed m eat to a dog choking over a bone.”
M ary sa t looking into the fire. “T h a t’s so; the poor m an
wanted som ething different and he didn’t know w hat. It grew
on him and m ade him very nervous and cross— like you when
you had the m easles last w in ter.”
Mrs. G ray laughed softly and the doctor cleared his th ro at.
“B ut I ’m su re,” persisted the daughter, “th a t if I had every
th in g I w anted and had you and m other to love me I ’d be “perfickly” hap p y .”
When M ary grew especially em phatic, her tongue was still
likely to become tw isted on the h ard words.
“T hat is w h at everyone th in k s,” replied the doctor, patiently,
“until he gets all he w anted— and then th ere is som ething else.”
“Why, fath e r, you m ust be a terrib le pessim ist!” cried M ary.
“Is there then no happiness in this w orld? M ust we ju st mope
around and th in k how happy we will be in the fu tu re life ? ”
Here the doctor’s w ife put in a word, as she rolled up the last
p air of stockings w ith a sigh of relief.
“I don’t believe you tw o will a rriv e anyw here if you try to
discover w here and how to find happiness. It is som ething th a t
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is in you and w hether you cultivate it or not depends entirely on
yourself— it is the way you feel; th a t is all.”
M ary jum ped up and clapped her hands.
“There,” she cried, “it takes m other to show us w h at’s w h a t!”
“Do you mean, my dear,” the doctor looked at his wife in su r
prise, “th a t one’s happiness has nothing to do with his health,
prosperity, or-er-friends?”
“Yes, I do,” replied his wife calmly. But those things will
come as a result of happiness.”
“T hat is unreasonable.” The doctor was becoming irritated.
So much fem inine logic in one evening was too much for a mere
man.
“Don’t you believe,” she queried, “th at if one is sweet-tem 
pered, unselfish, and, oh, noble in all ways, he will be more
blessed in health and friends and, yes, even ivealth, although
not necessarily riches?”
“Yes, of course” said the doctor, quickly, “and those make him
happy ”
“Oh, but no,” laughed Mrs. G ray,” for he was happy before.
F or w hat are all those characteristics I ju st mentioned but the
evidences of happiness?”
“Oh, I see, m other,” said Mary, eagerly. “You mean th a t if
the tram p in the story we read had been the great sultan, he
would have been happy ju st the sam e?”
“Why, yes,” the quiet little woman answered slowly for fear of
getting into m atters too deep for her, “if it were possible for a
man to be born in the royal position of sultan with a disposition
like th at happy beggar. The sultan m ight have cultivated the
spirit of happiness but he didn’t because it w asn’t in him .”
“I believe you are right, Madge,” the doctor adm itted a fte r a
m oment’s thought. “Anyone, in w hatever station, can create
happiness in the inner recesses of his soul. He m ust have very
noble aspirations, surely, and high ideals, and keep them ever
before him .”
“Yes, th a t is ju st it.” Mrs. Gray was quick to see her chance
and to take it. “True happiness is impossible without the con
stan t development of one’s moral personality.”
M ary’s eyes were perplexed and her brow was wrinkled. She
tried hard to think it out but—
“I ”m afraid you have left me behind,” she laughed, “but I shall
keep on being happy ju st the same and when I don’t feel ju st
right I ’ll use my old receipt for happiness.”
“W hat is th a t? ” asked her mother.
“Ju st g r in !”

TRANSLATION FROM “LE MISANTHROPE”
Act II Scene V.
Love in general knows no laws.
In one we love there are no flaws.
The sallow face is white as snow,
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A large mouth, curved like C upid’s bow.
If extrem ely thin, she’s “divinely slen d er;”
If stubby and fat, tall lilies he’ll send her.
If she’s careless in dress, “a neglected flower”
If she’s penniless, yet a prince’s whole dower.
If a giantess, yet a delight to the e y es;
If a dw arf, an abridged of those in the skies.
If haughty and proud, she should w ear a c ro w n ;
If a knave, she has w it; a fool, cunning clown.
The biggest talk er has the “m ost charm ing w ays,”
The m utest cares little for “m eaningless erays.”
’Tis thus th a t a lover on the w ings of a dove
W afts into the a ir the praise of his love.

THE WEATHER
I am the W eather. Everybody is talking about me, so why
not talk about m yself for once? To be sure, it seems as if the
topic had been exhausted lately. B ut there are some things th a t
even the w eather man doesn’t know.
I listened to-day to the rem arks concerning me, and surely
they w eren’t flattering,— “w retched,” “cold as w in ter,” “ another
show er!” Tom orrow they will be “lovely,” “p erfect,” “ideal.”
Being the most talked of personage in the world, abuse and
praise are much the same to me. Yet, a t times, I am h u rt by the
sudden change th a t comes in a p p aren t friends, when my mood
happens to change.
However, I am sure th at, while I am the topic of discussion,
people will not say unkind things of each other. T hat is one
reason why I keep the w eather changing,— lest th eir interest in
the subject should lag.
You ask me to explain my moods? F irst, I m ust tell you w hat
my duties are. I am m erely a day-laborer, w orking fo r the
high-born Seasons and Climate. They lim it my powers, and my
work is not a grand whole like theirs. Mine is only a daily
task. Each day of the year I m ust bring som ething fresh and
needful to old M other N ature. I m ust help and encourage
thousands, while the needs of others m ust be neglected fo r the
time.
W ith it all, I am still a creature of moods. Sometimes I in
dulge in a tru ly childish ta n tru m ,— I m ay have done so recently.
Do you ever wonder if the burden of my task has been too heavy
fo r me? You charge me w ith being fickle and hateful. Have
you guessed th a t my sudden tears are g rief for the deep-seated
sorrow som ewhere in the world— perhaps close beside you— of
which you know nothing?
A fte r all, I am mostly m erry-hearted and rollicksome. I
b rin g b rig h te r sunshine a fte r the rain has passed. I love to
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make joy and gladness where the shadows have been. Some
times they say I am roguish and full of mischief— Perhaps I am.
There! I have talked too long, and the sun has been shining
for ten minutes. I must chase that black cloud across the sky,
lest they should think “The W eather” may really clear up.

THE UNKNOWN QUANTITY.
Van Dyke is one of the few magicians who can lure one into
reading a Preface. One would as readily plod through a collec
tion of arid but cleverly alliterated advertisements, as through
the prologue of many a learned volume. But when we open The
Unknown Quantity, we first read those bitter-sweet lines to
Dorothea which only a trusting heart, broken by sorrow and
healing under the influence of deep and tender father-love, could
voice. Then we glimpse the first lines of his pretty forew ord:
“There is a chain of little lakes— a necklace of lost jewels— ly
ing in the forest that clothes the blue Laurentian m ountains.”
Who but this wizard of the dream-world of romance could sum
mon up such a picture as he paints here? He tells us th at the
stream which bathes the emerald necklace is like the thread
joining the stories in this book—“it is the sign of the unknown
quantity, the sense of mystery and strangeness th at rim s
through human life.”
The suggestiveness of the title. The Unknown Quantity, be
trays the author even before he unlocks the realm of his m aster
mind and reveals to us the novel fancies and beautiful secrets
that spring into life there, like rare and exquisite lilies. His
prose, like his matchless verses, goes straight to the heart, and
warms it with a happy thrill and floods it with the love of life
and a zest for working bravely, hopefully, not to eliminate the
unknown quantity, but to fulfil the measure of our best selves
and to learn, as Kipling sings, the secret of
“ . . delight in simple things
and m irth that has no bitter sp rin g s;
Forgiveness free of evil done,
and Love to all men ’neath the sun!”
In the collection of word-gems which the author has so happn\
christened The Unknown Quantity, there are seven groups of
precious stones—a magic chain of priceless worth. They are
stories borrowed from foreign countries, given to him by friends,
or fashioned on the heated forge of experience. Some of this
magic number of jewels are the children dearest to his great
heart, and he lets our hands caress them awhile, and lets us taste
the joy he has in being the father of such irresistible sprites. In
all these stories, with which Van Dyke takes the liberties of ro
mance, the meaning is like an island, sunken fa r enough below
the surface of the stream to prevent turbulant ripples, but not
too deep to be seen if we gaze into the pure depths.
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The first group is tinged w ith the poetic m ysticism of the
B reton tem peram ent. Indeed we alm ost im agine ourselves
tra n sla tin g French legends. The story of the W edding-Ring
depicts the inherent capacity fo r love in Toinette, a typical
provincial French-w om an, and the jealous passion of Prosper,
h e r husband. Tangled in am ong these threads, is the coil of
su p erstitio n of T ante B ergerou’s spinning, which alm ost wrecks
two lives. B ut the lost w edding-ring, upon whose strange dis
appearance the story hinges, is found offered up to Him who
suffered m ost keenly because of The Unknown Q uantity, and the
sin of jealousy is expiated. The w ierd sketch, M essengers at the
W indow, is alm ost Poesque, but is redeemed by its element of
domestic devotion and the blind but faith fu l following of “the
gleam .”
The featu re which makes The Countersign of the Cradle
stro n g and intense, is its psychological nature. We always,
linger over the occult, and ponder long about the hidden X which
equates events happening sim ultaneously to persons separated
by miles of land and w ater, but connected by bonds obeying
neither laws of tim e nor space. No more picturesque back
ground could be chosen fo r this them e of F ate than the w itching
country of Lake Saint John.
W hen we find the Half-Told Tales, we come to the story
th a t fo r its real m eaning, appeals most strongly to our ideals—
The Key of the Tower. F o r beauty and depth of thought, fo r
the extent of life-knowledge, this excells m any a longer sketch.
The R ipening of the F ru it is tinted w ith O rientalism , but is
fra u g h t w ith a g reat lesson— th a t we may in ju re a dear friend
while seeking only to h u rt an enemy. One of the finest songs
of this sweet singer is the K ing’s Jewel. It is the old struggle
of m an to know and follow T ruth. It tells of the pain of disil
lusion, and the danger of Idealism. It describes a man who is
brave enough to face his King and confess his doubts, and even
accuse the M onarch ra th e r than yield to agnostiasm .
The music-Lover gives us the double im pression of great un
d erstanding of musical technique, and an instinctive feeling for
the in terp retatio n of the m usic-m aster’s art. The evolution of the
m an’s conception of the instrum ents in the orchestra, and then
of the m usicians themselves carries us off into realm s of fancy
where we could not go w ithout Van Dyke as a guide. Thus he
fathom s the m eaning of the g reat orchestra of the W orld, where
the Conductor not only knows us by our work, but by our souls.
Who but this loved w rite r could bring the message of music to
us so simply and sweetly? Who but Van Dyke could say: “The
rotund kettle-drum m or, w ith his smooth head and sparkling
eyes, restlessly tu rn in g his little keys and bending down to
listen to the tu ning of his grotesque music-pots, seemed im pa
tien t fo r the p a rt in the score when he was to build the magical
b ridge” ? Who but Van Dyke would think of introducing here
his friend the D ream er, the Brushwood Boy, “and beside him
the ra d ia n t presence of the Girl who U nderstood” ? As we tu rn
to the next story, the first plaintive tones of Hum oreske vibrate
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in our ears, and we feel th at hearing this gem played sympa
thetically may have conjured up a dream of the Boy and Girl to
whom Humoreske brought happiness. The story can be better
understood if we recall that Dvorak means by Humoreske not
“humorous”, as might naturally be inferred, but “capricious”,
“whimsical.”
W hat can An Old Game be, we wonder! There is F ather Time
pondering over a Chess-board, knitting his withered brow, and
puzzling over a move in life. How could a man crowd so much
meaning into four pages? We enjoy reading about these men
bound for Somewhere, Anywhere and Nowhere, without bother
ing to decide which one we are following. W hat a naive way to
begin the next story! “There was onec a man who was also a
w riter of books!” These books are later characterized as “good,
bad, and merely popular!” This is a fanciful, dainty bit of ro
mance, about a man surrounded by “sprites,” which became real
to him—“as real as microbes, and polonium, and chemical affini
ties, and the northern lights.” W hat a simile! It recalls his de
scription of a beautiful maiden who is blessed with sapphire
eyes, but who is as “rustic as a cabbage.”
The Unruly Sprite ends happily as do all the other stories, for
as Dr. Van Dyke says in his Preface, “most of them end happily,
even after the sorrow; for that is what I think life means.” In
contrast to this little Sprite, comes a cynical but humorous
witch, who works charms on the Sceptic, the Mystic, and the
Dispeptic, and on their wives, who agree on the servant problem,
while their husbands delight in disputes on Life, The Oversold,
and the “moral character of Franklin.” These three wise men
were the ones who broke the book-case door one night, and re
freshed by the cool air, slept soundly till morning!
A fter reading The Night Call several times, one still feels its
power to “draw you,” as the white pillars drew the young doctor.
The element of the French temperament is prominent and tlie
influence of Balzac and Dumas is felt, also. The Unknown
Quantity defies explanation in this story, but you feel the keen
vividness of it all the more for its very mystery.
The Effectual Fervent Prayer holds a plain lesson for the piti
able father who is too stiff and straight-laced to bend and kiss his
children. The Return of The Charm teaches the world how
good is passed on like a magic heritage, how fresh air helps
God’s children,—“the air is full of silver threads which draw
away the fever” ; and how “Faith holds an ancient potent
charm .”
For wit and jesting repartee, “Beggars under the Bush,”
gains the prize. The Beggars admire poverty—in others. They
are willing for the Poet to weave their secret into verse as it
will be perfectly safe there! Shades of Robert Browning! was
confession ever better for the soul? One Beggar has “giltedged” documents, given to him by his grandfather, another
wins pretty things by “consenting to be m arried”, a third bets
and depends on King Chance to deliver his life free. This re
minds us of the broker’s motto: “To buy things you can’t get
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w ith money you never had, and sell them fo r twice w hat they
cost.” The other B eggar is a R eform er who announces his in
tention to become President. W hen the Ploughm an cuts down
th e ir bush, they retire to E urope and the Poet climbs the hill.
Stronghold savors of the them e in The Man of the Hour. It
is rem arkable for the content in its few pages and its w eighty
m eaning. In The Odour of Sanctity, hides under the mask of a
story, the fallacy of gaining salvation by escaping from the
world of men. The Sad Shepherd reads like an inspired book—
and such I believe it is. It is as deep as a sacred pool, and
ten der w ith a m ighty love. It lays bare the suffering h eart of
an o th er prodigal son who drains the cup of sickening pleasure,
and who loves T am ar, a daughter of Lebanon. A t last, a fte r
giving up the thought of the dancing slave-girl, The Prodigal
finds the C hrist, and learns from M ary the lesson of love fo r its
own sake. In this rejoicing mood, he retu rn s to his old parents,
glad in the blessing of Joseph.
The last work is the strongest, in view of the fact th a t it
tre a ts the very real problem of wealth worshipped, and the re
action of this form of idolatry on the second generation. Even
in this serious problem, Van Dyke can not re fra in from edging
in little lip-curving whims, like “m akers of ra re and costly
a n tiq u ities”. As a whole, the first p a rt is an irresistibly funny
satire on the “respectable rich ”, and the standards set up by the
gilt gods of the “beau moude”. Who but Van Dyke could con
ceive or “an ingrow ing m ind”, of “You are F a th e r’s M aster
piece;” and this shocking paraphase, “cast your bread upon the
w aters in large loaves, carried by sound ships m arked w ith the
ow ner’s name, so th a t the retu rn freig h t will be sure to come
back to u s” ? Who would think of juggling the punctuation in
M atthew six tw enty, so th a t we r e a d : “Lay not up for your
selves treasu res upon earth where moth and ru st doth c o rru p t”—
except this M aster Poet? The mood changes in p a rt two, which
differs in tone and treatm en t from the first. H ere we find w hat
frien d s are tru e ; w hat is w orth w hile; and who are doing the
vital and lastin g work of the world. The man who resided in a
genteel brow nstone m ansion on the avenue, found his home
am ong the m any m ansions “was a m ere hut in a barren field!”
Yet Van Dyke tells this w ith no ta in t of cant. The story came
to him a fabric of dream s, and he gives it to us as a m antle to
protect us from the chill of principle— and interest. These
stories make us happy, make us sad for a moment, perhaps,
but m ost of all, make us think. If only the charm could fall on
us so th a t we could pass on through the w onderful medium of
legend or verse, the good we receive so lavishly from H enry Van
D y k e!
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Y. W. C. A.
The installation of the new cabinet of the Y. W. C. A., oc
curred Tuesday evening, April 15. The members of the ad
visory board were guests at dinner and at the service which
followed. The retiring officers and committee chairmen gave
their reports for the last year, and the new chairmen gave their
policies for the coming year. The names of the cabinet mem
bers, with their advisors, are as follows: President, Helen
Hanson, ’15, advisor, Mrs. A. J.Rob erts; Vice-President, Edith
P ratt, 16, advisor, Mrs. W hite; Secretary, Vivian Skinner, 16,
Treasurer, M argaret Forbes, 15, advisor, Mrs. Bessey; Re
ligious Meetings Committee, Chairman, Ina McCausland, 15,
advisor, Mrs. Wolfe; Bible Study, Aldine Gilman, 15, advisor,
Mrs. Maxfield; Mission Study, Vivienne W right, 16, advisor,
Mrs. Mower; Social, E sther French, 16, advisor, Dean Carll;
Association News, Marion Steward, 15, advisor, Mrs. H. W.
Brown; Social Service, Dorothy Webb, 15, advisor, Mrs. Crow
ell; Silver Bay, Ethel Chamberlain, 15, advisor, Mrs. Parm enter.
At the close of the installation the advisory board organized.
Mrs. White was elected president, Mrs. Crowell, vice-president,
and Miss Carll, secretary.
The splendid meetings which Mr. Herrick conducted, and the
one following them, led by Mr. Libby, found a ready interest and
earnestness among the girls. The religious meetings committee
arranged a series of meetings to continue the work, and the
talks given by Professor Trefethen, Dr. Little, and Dr. Ashcraft,
were wonderfully helpful and interesting.
Two girls have already joined the church this year, and have
become active members of the Association. Still others are
thinking seriously of the m atter. The hope is that every girl in
college may catch the spirit of desire for the highest things in
life. Ellen Fowler has well said, “It is one of the saddest, and
one of the most comforting things in life, that when people have
caught a glimpse of the best, the second best can never again
content them .”
Rev. C. F. Robinson, in the Senior-Junior Mission Study Class,
has been teaching the origin and growth of the ancient religion
of India. A very interesting feature was introduced when he
secured Mrs. A rthur Curtis, a returned missionary, to speak to
the girls on “The Practical Side of Hinduism.” Mr. and Mrs.
Curtis have worked in India for eighteen years. They are in
this country on a furlough, and are living in Fairfield. Mrs.
Curtis gave the most vivid pictures of actual conditions as she
herself has seen them in India. She told some of her experi
ences with people there and her talk was a most delightfully re
freshing one. The girls anticipate hearing her again with the
utmost pleasure.
Miss Mary J. Corbett, Student Secretary of the N ortheastern
Field Committee of the Y. W. C. A. National Board visited the
Colby Association, April 24th to 27th. She gave a series of
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talks upon the fundam entals of the C hristian religion. S a tu r
day evening her subject was “ The G irl’s A ttitude tow ard her
C h ristian F a ith ,” and Sunday afternoon “The Modern Concep
tion of the Bible.”
Sunday afternoon and also Monday evening a question hour
was conducted. In the last m eeting Miss C orbett gave an in
spiring, h e art-to -h eart talk on the death of Christ. The girls
w ere all given a deeper realization of the u tte r love and suffering
of God fo r the hum an world. In answ ering the m any questions
th a t had been handed in, Miss C orbett showed not only a keen
knowledge of m odern ideas in theology, but a tru e sensing of the
real m eaning of religion in everyday life. Miss C orbett’s visit
th is tim e will long be gratefully rem em bered by everyone who
heard her.
Helen Hanson, ’15, the new P resident of the Y. W. C. A., led
th first m eeting of the Association year, Tuesday evening, A pril
21. As president, she made an appeal to the other m em bers fo r
th e ir loyal support. H er them e was “Co-operation.”
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EDITORIALS
A sometimes unpleasant, but never-changing tru th , which, by
the way, separates man from the horse, hedgehog, or cow, is the
constant invasion of the spiritual by the m aterial, and the phy
sical. Pessim istic clergy and disillusioned roues protest th at
this invasion gathers in force, to result in the final monopoly of
the spiritual by the physical.
T rusting th a t Gabriel will not list us with either class of the
above-mentioned pessimists, we still ask with a Puritannical
shudder, “Why the debutante-slouch?” You are exceedingly
out-of-date if you attem pt to stand erect. Only the m onstrosity
— and our own name is legion, thank Heaven— will still consider
“chest out, hips back, elbows at the side.” The dictate of mod
ern fashions is, “Spraw l” “chest wabble, hips wiggle, elbows
fly.” Greek a rt should be excluded from every up-to-date col
lege as stiff, unrefined, and lacking in reality. The winged m er
cury may perhaps have had the right idea, but even he lacks
freedom.
The “slouch,” adm itted as it is, to the women’s colleges of our
land, m ust have its day, w hether its followers be many or few.
But the effect of following such a fad, for a month or a week,
is weakening to every one who adopts it. It detracts from one’s
individuality,— unless you are made th a t way,— and it has dis-
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astrous results in its attack upon the college girl's ideals of
health, of poise, and of charm.
Let us still attempt to maintain an upright position, and be
proud of it. All too soon the rule of the material and the phy
sical may force us to skip back a few links, and be relegated to
the sprawling days of evolution’s chain.
To-day we hear much about Greek ideals—and surely they are
ideals worthy to be taken into our lives, those of beauty, aspira
tion, simplicity, truth. We band ourselves together and take
Greek names, adopt Greek symbols. Yet how many of us over
look the key-note of Greek civilization—the quality of modera
tion. We are full of excesses. We err to extremes. Some of
us attempt too much, some of us too little. We squander ou.
strength on things that are not worth while. We set glory or
praise for our ideal. We should learn to discriminate, to choose
only to do the things we can do thoroughly and well. One of
the finest pictrues in all history is that of the Olympian victor
kneeling to receive the simple laurel wreath as the reward for
his labors and achievements, for in it is embodied the spirit ot
the Greek ideal of moderation.
Did you ever stop to think that after all manners are morals?
At least it is through our manners that we unconsciously reveal
ourselves and our attitude toward the rights of other people.
Yet it is a strange thing that among college people, manners are
very often ignored or neglected. Nor is this tendency confined
to any one college. Rumors come to us that in the State Pres
byterian College of Kansas a course has been established in
“general and comparative etiquette.’’ It is well that we are wak
ing up to a consciousness of our deficiencies. Manners are not
mere conventionalities. They are essential to agreeable and
efficient living—they have been formed from long years of hu
man experience. Let us look well to our table manners, our
attitude towards our elders and superiors for thereby we reveal
our breeding and our consideration for our friends and asso
ciates.

NO APOLOGY FOR IDLERS
[With one apology’, however, to Stevenson]
. “Boswell: We grow weary when idle.
Johnson: That is, sir, because others being busy we want
company; but if we were idle, there would be no growing weary;
we should all entertain one another.’’
Johnson’s philosophy of idleness is all very well for the
dweller in Arcady. But it is hardly the kind of community
spirit we wish to foster in our college-world. There are hours

20

THE

COLBIANA

in the day when we should entertain one another— with genial
table-talk of common interest, w ith games or books or music, or
w ith merely a friendly word in passing. But the capacity for
tru e comradeship is tested not so much by these hours,
as by the ones spent a p a rt— study hours, quiet hours, those long
hours of theme and letter-w riting. Do we respect these hours
enough? Do we respect enough our frien d s’ rights during these
hours? To be sure in exam ination time, when we are all experi
encing the relentless rem orse of the Might-have-beens, study
hours are kept. But are they sane hours? “Do not let your
work pile up” has long since been consigned to the Joke Column
on its way to the editor’s waste basket. Thus we merely quote
from “Bromides every child should know” :— “A word to the
wise is— ignored.”
Sometimes one feels obliged to study—.just a little, of course,
but still, we m ust confess, it is done by the best of us a t times.
If it is our neighbors’ “evening off”, or if the Freshm en feel
facetious, we may have to take refuge behind a Busy-sign.This
is a very inhospitable proceeding! It rem inds us of the girl
who was once in desperate need of a few quiet moments in whicn
to collect her vague and sparsely scattered ideas before a Physics
quiz. In nervous haste she wrote a legend th a t they who ran
m ight heed, and pinned it on her door. The girls gathered
around the sign and gasped, for the message read, “ Engaged.”
Im agine for yourselves the denouement of our little fable. Here
was one entirely original and unique way of announcing one’s
engagem ent—a way of which not even The Ladies Home Jo u r
nal “ever dared to dream before.” The girl was overwhelmed
with eager questions, requests to see the ring or pin and his
picture, and demands to know when she first began to------ and
so on, world-without-men, ah, m e !
There is no $1000 prize offered for finding the application of
this story. We are too poor to be generous. But all those whom
it may concern, please take notice.

JOKES
(Sample lecture sent to C o l b i a n a by Professor Plantophyte)
All records patented by Glume (pronounced Gloom.) Address
all communications in regard to this lecture course and its re
quirem ents in care of N atty Buttla, M. I. K.
A Rose is Like a Pum pkin Pie. Now when I make this state
m ent I am approaching a very exceedingly extrem e maximum as
in what, Miss Vaucheria? Yes, as in Spirogyra. You see, its
really a case of swipe and take with all these plants. Now if the
pum pkin pie had an endospemiciduous covering, we would call
it what, Cladophua? Yes, a seed, as in the angrospum s. But
the only covering it ever can have is an ascomycte, which ac
counts for this plan t’s short life cycle. T hat is, we think it is,
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and still we th in k it isn ’t. As Bergen says, a rose is a rose in
one way .and in another way it isn’t.— So you see th a t the two
are very much alike. So f a r we have only gone so far. Has
anyone any question? I will answ er it, perhaps, I say perhaps,
because it is perhaps.
SPR IN G STYLES.
“A re n ’t some of the hats women w ear ab su rd ?”
“Y es,” replied Miss U p-to-D ate; “and yet when some people
p ut them on they do look so ap p ro p riate.”
He was earnestly but prosily oratin g a t the audience. “I
w ant land refo rm ,” he wound up. “ I w ant housing reform . I
w an t educational reform , I w a n t”
And a bored voice in the audience said,
“C hloroform .”— Exchange.
W hen the soulfoul adm irer came to call on sa petite amie, he
breathed as he entered the room, “Je t ’adore!” Being of a
peppery tem peram ent the girl answ ered, “ Shut it yourself! You
came in last.”
Prof, to a Senior— “Com pare w orse.”
Senior— “E r-G ood-better-w orse.”
Prexy, to Miss C.— Take a fro n t seat. The idea of a Senior
and m em ber of the faculty acting like that.
Miss W. ’15, to Professor Sam ra— “Is ‘entendu qu ’il a d it’
the same as ‘entendu’ dear (dire) ?”
H e: (to the society belle)— W hen did you come out?
She— Oh, I ’ve neve been in, you know. I am not a suffragette.
— Am erican.
They S a y :
T hat college is the only place where people are willing, even
eager, not to get th e ir m oney’s w orth.
N ote: This is no joke! It got misplaced in going to press. But
They S a y : th a t the same girl who would blush w ith shame and
indignation a t being w orsted in a bargain-counter-rush, modestly
boasts, “I don’t really know the first thin g about this lesson!”
and would feel deeply h u rt if you caught h er studying, except
before a quiz.
Billy (pointing tow ard the heavens)— God lives up there,
God’s our fath er.
Polly— Oh, Billy. You know better. P a p a ’s our father.
Billy— No. God’s our tru ly fath er. P a p a ’s only our fath e r
by m arriage.
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THE TEDIOUS L IF E —A SONNET.
Oh, we, the weary students of to-day,
Who stumble through the labyrinths of know ledge;
Who w ear our tender, youthful lives away
Ju st in the wild attem pt to get through college,
Absorbing German, Latin, French and Greek
Forever striving on, in toiling masses,
The fru its of great and glorious Wisdom seek
And dutifully refrain from cutting classes.
And still the Profs, they drive us to our doom.
Nor any mercy feel for us who fail,
While fades the dawn of fresh and youthful bloom,
Young eyes give out, and rosy cheeks grow pale.
Pray, w hat rew ard, dear teachers, will there be
For those who kill themselves, and then get E ?
Im agine
Imagine
Imagine
Imagine

IMAGINATION.
the Freshm en cutting classes.
Leeds without his glasses.
a civil sophomore. S a y !
all Seniors getting A.

Imagine
Imagine
Imagine
Imagine

Horace if he were here.
Kath, Clarkin and Bernice Greer.
the “Phi Delt’s” not w atching the Hall.
Pottle m aking a call.

Imagine
Imagine
Imagine
Imagine

Hutchins not a fter Patt.
Steward not called “F a t.”
“B utty” when someone don’t pay.
Yvette and the “one horse Shay.”

Imagine
Imagine
Imagine
Imagine

Sylvester making a noise.
Cecile not watching the boys.
our sorrow should Math. Books be stolen.
the rest—a semi-colon.
M. D., 1917.

GENERAL NEWS
Hon. Dean C. W orcester, form er secretary of the interior of
the American adm inistration of the Philippines, delivered the
second lecture of the A rth u r Jerem iah Roberts Lecture Founda
tion before a large audience, at the City Opera House, Tuesday
evening, March 17. His topic was “The Philippine Islands”, a
subject on which Mr. W orcester is believed to be the greatest
living authority. Of these islands, the average student knows
practically nothing, and consequently the lecture was intensely
interesting, as well as extremely valuable from an educational
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point of view. By way of illustration, both still and motion
pictures w ere shown upon the screen.
A m ost delightful hour was enjoyed by ladies of the faculty,
m em bers of the music class, and seniors, when Mrs. W hite gave
a Schum ann recital, on F rid ay afternoon, A pril 17, in the music
room a t Foss Hall. Mrs. W hite gave a short talk upon the life
and w ork of R obert Schum ann, and an in terp retatio n of the
num bers which she played. The program m e included the “Rom anze”, “ The P rophet B ird ”, “W arum ”, “Scherzino”, and “Papillon.” The piano recital was followed by fo u r num bers on the
victrola, the “ S extette” from Luciade Lam m erm oor, “ If w ith All
Y our H e arts,” from H andel’s “ M essiah”, “ M ediation” from
Thais, and the Interlude from “The Spring M aid.”
On A pril 13, under the direction of Miss E xerene Flood trials
w ere held fo r the Ju n io r play “The P rincess” to be given on the
n ight preceding Ivy Day. The cast chosen is as follow s:
P r i n c e ..................................................................................Helen Hanson
F lo ria n .......................................................................... M yrtle E v erett
C y r i l ............................................................................. M ary W ashburn
K ing ................................................................................................. Aldine Gilman
Gama .....................................................................................................May S argent
A rac ............................................................................ Ina McCausland
Lady B la n c h e ................................................................. R uth Goodwin
M ilis s a .......................................................................Ethel Cham berlain
Princess ........................................................................Lena Blanchard
Lady P s y c h e ...............................................................Jennie F arnham
The annual Ju n io r “prom ” was held at Assembly Hall on the
evening of A pril 21. The hall was tastefully decorated in the
class colors, gold and green, while the walls were covered w ith
fra te rn ity and college banners. The concert was held from 8-9
o’clock and from 9-10 the reception took place. In the receiving
line w ere the class presidents of both divisions of the Ju n io r
class, Odette Pollard and Cedric Adams, Dr. and Mrs. J. W.
Black. A t 10 o’clock came the grand m arch and a fte r th a t
dancing was enjoyed till the wee small hours of the m orning.
On May 12 fo r the first tim e in the history of Colby a Glee
Club concert will be given at the Opera House under the auspices
of the women’s division. A fine program m e has been arranged.
Miss E xerene Flood, well known to W aterville people, has been
secured to give several recitations. The Glee Club consisting of
from fo rty to fifty girls assisted by Miss Scribner and Miss
W yman will be an especial featu re of the evening. Get your
tickets early and avoid the rush.
The p a rts fo r Senior class-day have been assigned: H istorian,
Abbie Sanderson; Prophecy, Lora D anforth; Address to U nder
graduates, Idella F a rn u m ; Poet, Alice B eckett; Ode Committee,
M arjorie Scribner, Emily Hanson, N an Soule.
The p a rts fo r Ju n io r class-day are as follows: H istorian,
M arion S tew ard ; Poet, Dorothy W ebb; Ode Committee, Mildred
Holmes, Odette Pollard, M arguerite Robinson.
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ALUMNAE NOTES
The annual luncheon of the Boston Alumnae Association was
held at Hotel Bellevue on Saturday, April 25, at one o’clock.
There were about forty present, all enthusiastic, with hearts
beating warm for Colby. Miss Grace Bicknell, a teacher in the
Perkins Institute for the Blind, is President of the Association.
Among those present were Mrs. Mary Lowe Carver, 1875, Miss
Leland, 1882, and Miss Adele Gilpatrick, 1892. A letter from
Mrs. Nellie Bakeman Donovan, who is spending the w inter in
Germany, was read. Miss Bicknell spoke most aptly and affec
tionately of Professor Hedman, and Mrs. White added a few
words speaking of the great loss to the college his death had
been, and of how much he was missed in every departm ent of
the college. Miss Starbird, vocal teacher from Perkins, sang a
Requiem by Sidney Homer in Professor Hedman’s memory.
Mrs. White told of her course in Music at Colby, its purpose and
work, and then gave an interpretative Recital on Robert Schu
mann. A fter a business session the meeting was adjourned.
During the Spring vacation the W estern Maine Colby
Alumnae Association entertained the undergraduates at a recep
tion at the home of Miss Myrtice Cheney, Portland. In spite of
the heavy rainstorm, about twenty-five were present and all felt
glad to brave the weather to meet Colby friends, new and old.
Miss Mary McCobb read several selections from the poems of
Henry Noyes, among them a humorous one about “Bill” Shakes
peare and Ben Johnson, and Miss Maud Huston sang. During
the evening everybody enjoyed singing college songs, talking
over old times, and hearing about present day doings at Colby.
We are very glad to have as Acting Dean this year Florence
Carll, a Colby graduate in 1912.
Marie Chase, Colby, ex-’l l , is now one of the secretaries of the
Y. W. C. A. in Portland, Maine. Under her instruction, meet
ings are held under the auspices of the Y. W. C. A. in the fac
tories and shops, and attem pts are being made to organize social
clubs for the interest and benefit of the factory girls. Among
her other duties, she sees to it that people meet the incoming
trains to receive and assist any foreigner who may arrive. Miss
Chase is also much interested in the Camp Fire Girls and has
helped them to organize.
Miss Vivian Betsy Libby of Waterville, a graduate of Colby
in 1908, is assistant secretary of the Philadelphia Society for
organized Charity.
Miss Elisabeth Bass, form er Dean of the Women’s Division,
has been spending the w inter in New Orleans.
We Colby girls love and admire our noble Colb}7 women who
have gone as missionariest to foreign countriess. Shall we not
here pay tribute to one who is doing a wonderful missionary
work in our own State of Maine, Rev. Hannah Jew ett Powell?
She graduated from Colby in 1893 and has now been for several
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years w ith the Maine Sea Coast M issionary Society. Miss
Powell is w orking w ith her whole soul to give the young women
of the coast islands, a “b etter chance” in life. These girls are
eagerly reaching out a fte r education and tra in in g fo r a b etter
life and in Miss Powell’s own words, “nothing but the sym pathy
and u n d erstan d ing of women them selves can best afford the
tru e s t o p p o rtu n ity.”
Crowley Island, on the Maine coast, is one of the charges of
the Maine Sea Coast M issionary Society. One of the m ost es
sential needs of the coast people is the example of living and
th is some of Colby’s noble Alum nae are giving to th e ir less fo r
tu n ate coasts sisters. M yrtice D eering Cheney, a Colby woman
and head of the M athem atics D epartm ent of Deering High
School spends her sum m er vacation at Crowley’s Island, giving
an example of inspiring womanhood and extending love and care
to her young friends who long fo r the privileges of the main
land.
M arion Ingalls, ’13, has been visiting in New York during the
p ast month. W hile there, she attended the Alpha Province
Convention of Delta Delta Delta.
Helen W arren, ’l l , was m arried F eb ru ary 10, 1914, to Mr.
W ilford Cummings. They are residing in Old Town, Maine.
R uth H um phries, ex-’12, has a fine position as teacher in
Long Island, N. Y.
The class of 1911 has been circulating a letter among its
m em bers. Each was asked to tell of her work and experiences
since graduation. The letters have proved intensely interesting,
and have taken quite a journey—from m any towns and cities in
the New E ngland states, to G ertrude Coombs Rose in the Phil
ippine Islands.
Irene Nelson, ex-’l l , is doing settlem ent work in Boston, at
present.
Hazel Cole, ’l l , and Lillian Carll, ’12, were guests a t Foss
Hall, May 2.
One of our Colby alum nae is doing splendid work in the world
in the in terest of all girls. Sarah B. M athews of the class of
1896, traveled extensively and tau g h t four years in Kimball
Union Academy, M eridan, N. H., before she entered the Young
W om an’s C hristian Association work. A t present Miss M ath
ews holds the position of A ssistant Executive Secretary for
N o rth eastern Field Committee, and in this capacity she finds a
splendid opportunity fo r enriching the lives of college, country,
city, and foreign girls.
News has come to us of the death of M ary Toby Holt of the
class of 1889. Although Mrs. Holt lived a very quiet, unevent
ful existence, the story of her life is one of nobility and selfsacrifice. As Colby women we pay trib u te to the memory of a
noble Colby graduate.
Mrs. Ralph Goode (Alice Thomas, ’l l ) was present at the
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Boston Alumnae Luncheon held in Boston, April 25, at the Hotel
Bellevue.
Sarah Cummings, ’07, is going abroad to do research work in
history.
Eva Macomber, ’13, and Dora Libby, ’13, went to W ashing
ton, D. C., in March, 1914.
Eva P ratt, ex-’14, gave an announcement party to the Chi
Omega F raternity, May 2, 1914.
Verena Chaney, ’10, and Jennie Grindle, ’10, spent the summer
of 1913 studying in Germany. They were accompanied by Alice
Mathier, ’16.

DIRECTORY
1914—
President, Ethel M erriam ; Vice-President, Gladys
Paul; Secretary-Treasurer, Blanch Farrington.
1915—
President, Odette M. Pollard; Vice-President, Dorothy
N. Webb; Secretary-Treasurer, Ruth Goodwin.
1916—
President, Ella Robinson; Vice-President, Antoinette
W are; Secretary-Treasurer, Vesta McCurda.
1917—
President, Ethel Duff; Vice-President, Marion Dag
gett; Secretary-Treasurer, Marion Greene.
Y. W. C. A.—President, Helen Hanson; Vice-President, Edith
P ra tt; Secretary, Vivian Skinner; Treasurer, M argaret Forbes.
A t h l e t i c C o m m i t t e e —1914, Dorothy Tubbs; 1915, Ethel
Chamberlain; 1916, Katharine Singer.
H e a d o f B a s k e t B a l l — Ethel Merriam.
B a s k e t B a l l C a p t a i n s — 1914, Gladys Paul; 1915, Mary
W ashburn; 1916, Katharine Singer; 1917, Ethel Armstrong.
G l e e C l u b —President, Marion W ym an; Manager, Mildred
Holmes.
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R O Y A L C A F E , Robinson & Davison, Props.

C O B U R N C L A S S IC A L IN S T IT U T E
W A T E R V I L L E , MAI NE
Coburn is an excellent p reparatory school fo r boys and girls.
Its standards of scholarship and character are high. The courses
of study are arranged to give a thorough preparation for college
and for life.
Coburn is well located, is easy of access and is well equipped;
splendid locations for science work, a good gymnasium, a library
w ith four thousand volumes.
The new Libbey Athletic Field of twelve acres w ith q u arter
mile cinder track, football and baseball field gives first class
opportunities for athletic sports which are under competent di
rectors.
F or inform ation or for catalogue, address
The Principal, DREW T. HAWTHORN.

P. L. CAMPBELL, ’14

MILROY W ARREN, ’14

Pencils

Fountain
Banners

A general student supply

EMERY-BROWN COMPANY

T he
Specialty
Store

^Department
Store

COATS, SU ITS, M IL L IN ER Y

M illin ery, G arm ents
D r y Goods
D a n c y C h in a
Cut Glass
Etc.

CORSETS, GLOVES
W AISTS AND
U N D ER W EA R

T a d i e s ’ Custom T a ilo rin g
a Specialty\

Cloutier Brothers

Hersom & Bonsall
GROCERIES, MEATS and PROVISIONS
Ju n c tio n of M ain S t. an d College Ave.
T elephones, 154 an d 155
A LSO

The Main St. Cash Grocery
170 M ain St. O pp. S av in g s B ank
Tel. 188J
D on’t fo rg e t th e firs t tw o sto re s on
y o u r w ay down fro m th e College.

W . L. C O R S O N
FILM S D E V E LO PE D AND
P R IN T E D
Photographic Views
Fine W ork

]

DR. J. F. HILL
1 1 Main St.

Waterville, Maine

P ra c tic e lim ited to th e E ye, E a r
N ose an d T h ro a t

(----------------------------

-------------------------------- -------------------

; E verything in

j;

S. L. P R E B L E
GLOVES
HOSIERY
UNDERW EAR
TOILET ARTICLES
ETC.
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!

t

College
Photographer
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| 68 MAIN ST., W ATERVILLE
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Wardwell Dry Goods Company
“W OMEN’S SH OP”

! 76 Main Street, W aterville, Me.

C. H . P u lsife r

F . A . T ib b etts

J. B . P alm er

The Waterville Steam Laundry
145 Main Street
W a te r v i l le , M a in e
W ork called for and d elivered w ith o u t e x tr a ch arge
T eleph on e 145

The Home of Good Shoes

Dress Goods
!
- ;

L. H. SOPER COMPANY

SMITH-LOUD COMPANY

W

a t e r v il l e ,

D epa rtm en t
D ry G oods S t o r e

s

72 Main Street
M a in e

U nderw ear

Garm ents

Millinery

Everything Electrical

FIN EST F O O T W E A R .

For the Home

We have an E lectric Grill th a t
provides college girls and boys
and the hostesses of fudge p a r
ties and sim ilar gatherings w ith
the m ost up-to-date electric
cooking device on the m arket.

HOLMES’
S H O E
S T O R E

ATTACH TO ANY SOCKET

E v en in g Slippers

H.

L. Kelley & Co.
J

CENTRAL MAINE POWER CO.

I

I f

j ° - WAholesale
- MEADER
D ealer in
T in

-1--- T ~

F R U IT A N D P R O D U C E

Books, Stationery, Wall Papers

CONFECTIONERY

A N D F I N E A R T GOODS

B U T T E R , EG G S
P A P E R , P A P E R BAGS

;

j

9 C h ap lin S tre e t, W a te rv ille , M aine
Cor. M ain an d T em ple S ts., W a te rv ille

SWEATERS
F o r L adies an d G ents
In all th e P o p u la r S hades an d S tyles

$5.00 to $ io .o o

T elephones: 50 and 51-2

W hitm an, Foss and M arie
Saunders CHOCOLATES

J. H. De ORSAY, Druggist
(Successor to William C. Hawker & Co.)

70 Main St.

Waterville, Maine

The H. R. DUNHAM CO.
64 M ain S tre e t, W a te rv ille , M aine

Kodaks and Cam era Supplies

j

»
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THE
COLBY
ECHO

j The Rexall Store
|
an up-to-date
| Everything
Drug Store should have.

By read in g the Echo you are kept
in touch w ith Colby and h er activities.
The ECHO prints thirty-six
J weeks of College and Alum ni news
♦ fo r one dollar. E very g ra d u a te and
( frien d of Colby should subscribe.

♦
I
»I

.

j
J
|

:

Kodak and Camera Sup
plies

.

A d d r e s s s u b s c r ip t i o n s to

j William C. Hawker

♦

M ANAG ER CO LBY ECHO

J Druggist

W a t e r v ille , M a in e

Cbe fin est Xine of

Ehamonb

Special attention is called
to our Candy and Toilet
Articles.

•
t

!

55 Main St.
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in tbe Ctt\?

jf. M. iHarriman
Jeweler anb Optician
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H A Y D E N ’S
HOME MADE CANDIES
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